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Summary: 


Reader and Jim were lovers once. Now, they were strangers. 


History Between Us 


You were in town for the week, visiting your mother after living in 
the too-big city of New York for the past several years. It had been a 
while since you’d seen her, often busy with work at the office 
amongst other things. Things like forgetting to pay your rent on time 
and working overtime just to get a little more money into your 
pocket, but it wasn’t like you would be telling her that. She had 
enough to worry about as is. 


But spending time with your mother made you realize how much you 
missed small-town living. You missed knowing everyone and 
everything that happened, not that you were one for gossip—a lie 
you told yourself as you tried not to miss home too much. 


Strolling through the town square, you sighed as the familiarity of 
being back in Hawkins quelled your anxiety for the time being. After 
spending nearly an entire day just catching up with your mom, you 
decided that it was time for you to reconnect with the community. To 
remember what you had almost forgotten about living in a small 
town such as this one; keyword being almost . 


Everyone and their mother had been excited to know you were back, 
wanting to know if you’d be back to stay or if “big city life” was just 
as grand as it seemed. While you were happy to answer any questions 
that old friends had, you had no other answer than to say that things 
were fine and that you were glad to be back. Whether you were 
staying or not was still on the table though you refused to disclose 
that with any of the curious shopkeepers that missed your help on the 
odd weekends that you used to work. 


Thankfully, the shopkeepers had been merciful and spared you of the 


questions and instead told you all the details you had been craving 
since you'd touched back down in Hawkins. 


Most of your friends from high school had moved on, either moved to 
Chicago (or a suburb closer to it) or the other side of the world. They 
had made it out, unlike the few others that had chosen to stay. 


Joyce Byers was still here, earning herself the title of “Crazy Village 
Lady” in the time that you’d been gone. Though you didn’t agree 
with the others, thinking that she deserved some reprieve after her 
youngest had gone missing. But you kept your mouth shut, not 
wanting to taint whatever relationship your mother had built up with 
everyone despite growing up with them. 


Karen Wheeler was still the prim and proper, built-to-be-a-mother 
woman that you had known her as. You remembered the baby 
shower invitation well, her daughter Nancy growing up to look like 
the spitting image of herself when she was a teen. 


You had chuckled at that, knowing that if Nancy was anything like 
her mother, she was sure to deviate from that scripture the second 
she turned eighteen. 


You made a left turn at the lights, parking in front of the town’s 
library. While you were here, you figured you could run one more 
errand for your mother. 


As you entered the old building, you couldn’t help but let your mind 
drift to the one person you had been avoiding talking about. Or else 
known as the one person you had desperately wanted to know 


about. 


In fact, you were so desperate to know about him that you kept it a 
secret, not showing any want or need to hear anything about him or 
how his life had been. Thankfully, those details had eluded your ears 
so far. 


Thankfully , there was no gossip about your high school sweetheart, 
sweetheart used in the lightest way possible, Jim Hopper. 


In a way, you supposed that it was good that no one mentioned him. 
That way, you couldn’t go out looking for him even if you wanted to. 
Those long nights together were long forgotten and you wanted to 
keep it that way. 


At least you did until you saw him. 


The uniform fit him, you decided, as he walked into the library with 
a confident air gently floating around him. The afternoon sun 
through the windows painted him in a way that made him look like 
an angel, though you knew he was anything but. 


He looked different than you remembered, looked more like himself, 
though you were sure it was just time that had molded him into 
someone that you could just barely recognize and recognize all at the 
same time. 


You absolutely hated it. 


You leaned over to the librarian you had been talking to, Melissa, and 
grimaced, “Does he always look like an ass, or is it just my lucky 
day?” 


This earned you a chuckle, the older woman patting your hand. “The 
book you're looking for is on the first aisle, right by your old table.” 


She gave you a knowing look before readjusting her glasses, going 
back to the newspaper that you were sure was dated from a week 
ago. You frowned slightly, nevertheless thanking her before going to 
get it. 


Your table was no different than you remembered it, the first initial 
of your name followed by a plus sign and a J still carved into the far 
right corner. The heart around it had peeled with time, and with use 
you were sure. Your frown only deepened as you ghosted your fingers 
over the worn-out letters. 


High school seemed so far away and yet here it was, standing in the 
same building you were. 


You quickly busied yourself with looking for the book your mother 
had requested, a cookbook that she had probably rented out a million 
times before. You always asked why she didn’t just buy it from the 
library and her reply was the same as always. 


“T wouldn’t want to steal the knowledge from others,” her soft voice 
replied. “It wouldn’t be kind of me to do so.” 


You should just buy a copy for her but you knew she wouldn’t 
accept. 


“Y/n. 2) 


Despite the years, you’d recognize that voice anywhere. You pulled 
the book into your arms, turning over your shoulder with your frown 
still evident on your face. 


“Hopper.” 


His smile, the very same that used to make you smile, dropped off his 
face. 


“Doll, don't be like that,” he held his hands up slightly as if to show 
that he didn’t mean any harm. The old nickname made you more 
upset than it should have. “Listen, I know it’s been a good few years 
but that doesn’t mean we can’t be friendly.” 


You couldn’t help but scoff. You pushed past him, walking to 
Melissa’s desk. You ignored his attempts to get you to talk to him, 
checking out the cookbook as Melissa gave you an unamused stare. 
She checked you out, only looking at you in warning before bidding 
you goodbye. 


You left the library, Hopper following at a gentlemanly distance 
away, and you nearly made it to your car before he approached you 
once again. 


“Look, doll, I meant to call and you know that. Just give me a chance 
to talk. I just—“ 


“You just what, Hopper?” You fixed him with your meanest glare, 
trying to look as unamused and uninterested as you could while 
holding the pink-and-white cookbook to your chest. “You just forgot? 
For three years, you just forgot to call after leaving with no warning 
but a crumpled-up receipt on the fridge saying you’d be back later? 
You know, if you did call all those years ago, maybe I’d hear you out 
but no, you didn’t, and now you get to live with that. Okay?” 


Maybe calling him your high school sweetheart was a stretch but 
those three years that he had spent with you after serving in Vietnam 
made him more than that. Not only had you helped him through his 
daughter dying and his marriage falling apart, but he had helped you 
after your dad passed the year after. Jim Hopper had become a 
steady constant in your life before leaving you like you were a 
random chick he’d picked up at a bar. 


Frustrated, you pulled open your car door and threw your bag and 
cookbook into the passenger seat. You sighed, softening your tone 
before meeting your eyes with his once more. “I gave you a chance, 
Jim, but you left me. Remember that.” 


You don’t know how it happened, but the next thing you remember 
was being pushed up against some brick wall as Hopper’s lips crashed 
almost painfully into yours. It was dark now, the sun had set during 
the time you had spent yelling at him, but you couldn’t bring yourself 
to care as he enveloped you in everything that was so him . 


His lips separated from yours, following a line down the side of your 
neck as you scrambled for his belt buckle. You undid it messily, 
moaning as he rediscovered that sweet spot right behind your ear and 
sucked bruises there for you to find in the morning. 


You uttered his name breathlessly as his hands found the end of your 
skirt, hiking it up before pulling your panties to the side. Hopper’s 
fingers skillfully found your clit, using the moisture from your 
already wet pussy to coax more moans from your lips that were 
already swollen from his own. 


“Hop—“ your heart skipped a beat as Hopper slid his fingers into 
you, feeling bigger than you’d remembered. Your hands worked 
faster at freeing his cock from the confines of his jeans, his hard 
length weighed heavily in your hand as you jerked him off a few 
times. 


He removed his hand from you, bringing his fingers to his lips to 
taste you before hiking up your right leg to provide him access. 


This was nothing like those nights all the way back in New York. No, 
there was something different about the way Hopper fucked you— 
something desperate. The way his hands felt on your skin only 
solidified your decision further as he muttered sweet nothings into 
your ear. As he fucked you against a brick wall behind the spot of 
your first date and if your last here in Hawkins. 


There were no more words between the two of you as he dragged his 
dick up your slit, lubricating it before sliding in. You gasped as he 
bottomed out in you, almost crying at the rough sensation that you 
didn’t know that you missed until now. 


It was quick, quicker than you would have liked but you knew the 
two of you were pressed for time. Your relationship was living on 
borrowed time as is. 


“Next time,” Hopper promised in between heavy pants, groaning as 
you clenched around him. “Next time, we’ll take it slow but I need 
you right now.” 


You almost believed his words, gasping for air as he thrust harshly 
into you. Your eyes rolled into the back of your head as his other 
hand, the one not occupied holding your leg up, slid down until it 
met your clit. He rubbed harsh circles into the bundle of nerves there, 
faster, faster, faster , until you came on his cock. 


He was quick to follow, rutting into you until you felt the warmth of 
his cum spread through you. He thrust into you a few more times 
before slowing to a stop, only taking a second before pulling out of 
you. 


You sighed in content, allowing yourself a moment of bliss before 
asking him to let you down. You readjusted your underwear, the 
feeling of his and your combined juices collecting in the cotton 
leaving you uncomfortable. 


You fixed your skirt, the overwhelming silence growing between the 
two of you quickly becoming uncomfortable as he tucked himself 
back into his pants. 


Knowing that this encounter was coming to an end, you reached up 
and gently pressed a kiss to his jawline. It was a heavy contrast from 
the rough sex the two of you had had just moments prior but you felt 
it was right. 


“Doll—“ he tried again, only for you to interrupt once more. 


“Please don’t.” You reached down to pick up his hat that had fallen to 
the ground, forgotten in the midst of whatever this was. You dusted it 
off and handed it back to him, your eyes barely meeting his. 


He took it, looking helpless as you fixed your hair as best you could 
without a mirror. You were sure you looked a mess but you couldn’t 
find it in yourself to care. 


“Tll see you around, Jim,” you stepped away from him. “Take care.” 


You left him in the alley, leaving him as he had left you all those 
years prior but this time... This time you knew you weren’t going 
back. 
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